LETTERS
"Yes, he's all right."
"Did he say if there was any chance of the end being
near?"
Lena failed to understand.
"What end?"
"End of the war. Everybody's had enough of it."
Lena looked at her in surprise. She had imagined
Danilov's wife differently.«,
"No," she said, "how should he know? Here, he's
sent this parcel."
"Sugar again," said Danilova, taking the parcel,
"What does he do it for, he's depriving himself, and
Vaniusha has enough. Tell him that we have enough,
we Ve got out of a tight corner, tell him not to worry, as
though he hadn't enough worries already. He's asleep,"
she said, catching Lena glancing at the child. "I had no
time to undress him, he went to sleep as he was. You see,
I'm working. I take work to do at home. We are making
wadding for the army. I don't want to put him in a
nursery, they don't feed them there too well—so I take
work home. It gets me a workman's ration you see.
Wait, I'll light the samovar. ..."
Lena tried to refuse.
"No, no," said Danilova, "how could I? A messenger
from Ivan Egorich and I not to give you tea? No, no!"
She broke some wood in the kitchen and peering through
the door, said:
"Now it's all right, thank God, but when they intro-
duced the rations I was at a loss how to pull through
with Vania. It's all a question of habit: we used to do
ourselves very well before the war. I didn't write to Ivan
Egorich—how could he have helped? He sent me his
papers—what else could he do? He saw the whole thing
himself when he came one day ... Well, at first the
orchard was a godsend, I would sell potatoes and buy
milk and now I have a workman's ration—so aU is
well. Also I've got relations in the country, they send
me some sour cream and I make butter from it for Vania.
Merkulov helps us too, the director of the Trust, he sent
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